Who, though she could not transubstantiate

All states to gold, yet gilded every state;

So that some princes have some temperance,

Some counsellors some purpose to advance

The common profit, and some people have

Some stay, no more than kings should give to crave;

Some women have some taciturnity,

Some nunneries some grains of chastity:

She that did thus much, and much more could do.

But that our age was Iron, and rusty too;

She, she is dead! she's dead! When thou know'st this,

Thou know'st how dry a cinder this world is;

And learn'st thus much by our Anatomy,

That 'tis in vain to dew or mollify

It with thy tears, or sweat, or blood: nothing

Is worth our travail, grief, or perishing,

But those rich joys which did possess her heart.

Of which she's now partaker and a part.

But as in cutting up a man that's dead,

The body will not last out* to have read

On every part, and therefore men direct

Their speech to parts that are of most effect;

So the world's carcase would not last, if I

Were punctual in this Anatomy;